THE FAMILY COUNCIL

Lulu hated staying away in the country, watering places and the sea-
side. In August, as in December, he cared for nothing but the Boule-
vards, his club and night-clubs. For ten years he had been no further
than Saint-Germain-en-Laye, and then only for the day. He must
clearly have been much concerned for Sylvaine's health!

"The change of air will do the girl good," he said.

He hired an enormous yellow Hispano-Suiza for the journey. The
whole way he kept on saying to the chauffeur: "Don't drive so fast,
don't drive so fast! Madame is in an interesting condition. Take care
to avoid bumps."

The month spent at Deauville was far from being what Sylvaine had
imagined. Lulu forbade her to dance, bathe or walk in the sun. She
was made to remain long hours resting on the balcony of her hotel bed-
room, watching the crowd on the front and the yachts racing across the
sea. She had no other distraction but unscrewing the silver-gilt stoppers
of her dressing-case and then screwing them on again.

"But, Lulu, I shall go mad!" she said.

So he would take her to a shop and buy her a bag or a scarf, per-
suaded that a present always put everything right. Left alone, Sylvaine
sometimes took her head in her hands and said to herself: "I've got
everything. Success in the theatre, money, a flat, a maid, jewels, and
I'm so unhappy!"

As for Lulu, he remained in the Casino till three o'clock in the
morning, chewing a cigar at the baccarat table, always drawing to a
five "on principle," and regularly signing a considerable cheque at the
money-changer's desk on departure.

"You see how much- I'm spending on you," he would remark to
Sylvaine. "Oh, these holidays are costing me a lot of money! But no
matter!"

She talked to him about wanting a part on their return.

"In your condition? You mustn't think of it, my dear child," he
cried. " It would be madness!"

The lie could not be prolonged indefinitely and Sylvaine saw its term
approaching.

As soon as they returned to Paris, she went and took refuge, one
night, in Anny Feret's bed.

" A million! Do you understand, Anny, millions slipping through my
fingers because of this blasted child I can't have!" she groaned.
"Promised, signed, guaranteed! After that I could have sent Lulu pack-
ing, and I'd have been comfortable for the rest of my life. You must
admit some people have no luck!"

She began to sob.

"Now, now, my dear, calm down," said Anny F6ret, pulling- the
red head down on her expansive bosom with its mauve

Her Lesbianism was distinctly maternal.